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From Jani 


Author's Notes: 
Haunted be for a loooong while. 


Tony's POV 


9 EE KE 


| never really thought I'd see his parents again, but here they are, standing on my doorstep, having come all 
the way here to bring me a letter they found while going through HIS belongings. | take the envelope with that 
familiar scrawl on top of it and stare it for a while. | snap out of my daze when | hear Elias coming to stand 


behind me and as | look up, they have already gone to their car. They seem to know there is nothing more to 


say. 


Both Dana and Elias look at me oddly, | know that, as | trudge to my comfiest loveseat and curl into a ball, 
staring at the letter for what seems like an eternity. | can still see that empty look in his eyes from two 


months ago, it has haunted me in my dreams, I've even seen nightmares from what had possibly occurred 


back then.. 


With trembling fingers, | pry open the envelope and to be honest, | wasn't expecting to find notebook paper and 
several photos between it. | dump the photos back into the envelope and take his letter out. 


xxxx.20ll 
To Tony.. 
Hey.. Fuck | suck at writing letters.. but | have nothing to lose, so here goes nothing.. 


Look, I'm sorry for all the shit back then. I've been a prick. | know it and | admit it. And apologize for it. Lot of 
things have changed and I've hit the rock bottom more than once. I've gotten myself back together, but I'm 
still a wreck Getting along with life a lot better. Sorta 


l'm not asking you to take me back. | know you won't. And I'm not sure would it even work anymore. | still miss 
what we had.. before.. you know.. Yeah, I'm capable of that. And emotions. Besides my raging sarcasm. | know 


you might snort now. | just.. | remember how you were, every little quirk.. Shit, I'm a fucking sop.. 


You have probs heard how l'm doing, but I'm writing more music nowadays, with Kotipelto. Its fun, my life.. is 
a little brighter right now. | don't know are you with anyone right now, hope | didn't break you too bad. I'm with 
someone new as well. He's a nice guy, tends to be a little.. protective, which doesn't really suit him. He has 


been in metal scene about as long as | have, which is nice. 


I'm not writing this to boast or anything. Just.. this sounds fucking weird, but | want you to know I'm doing 


fine, but most likely you don't care. | hope you are doing fine. | still care about you, at least as a friend.. 


Jani 


| stare at the letter he wrote back then. It was before this man he fell in love with attacked him. Feeling dread 
creeping up my guts, | hurry to dig the photos from the envelope. The first picture is of us, back then, posing 
for a photo after an interview. The next picture is stuck and with a nasty sound, | pull them apart. The next 
under it takes some damage, so did the rest as | kept going on. Pictures of us in different stages of our 
relationship. The last picture of us, few days before he vanished. We didn't smile, there was a space between 


US... 


Taking the last four pictures, | pause. They are of them. Jani and the new love. At first | mistook the other 
for a woman, | really did Another redhead, a beautiful one as | might add. | can't help but let that small smile 
crawl to my face, until | reach the last photo and in horror | toss away the pictures in my hands, now 


realizing why they are sticky. | bolt away from the stack of photos, alerting Dana and Elias. 


"No! Don't look at the-" I'm too late, he picks up the pictures, sees everything, reads everything. 


"You think this is really his letter?" Elias asks from me. | know it is. I'd recognize that handwriting miles away. 
Nobody could imitate the way he wrote, his sarcasm was still shining through. 


"That is really him...” 


"You haven't slept well ever since you called me to come here two months ago. What is going on? " he pleads 


to know. | should have told him earlier. 


"He's at his parents' house right now. He can do some things on his own, but he reacts to nothing.. He's pretty 


much a veg-" | can't continue anymore, | know Elias understands by now. 

"How you know where he is? | thought he pulled one of Finland's most spectacular vanishing acts?" 

Trying to swallow my frustrated tears, | slowly reply to Elias. 

| was walking Dana. | saw his parents raking the leaves and went to talk with them; they have always been 
rice people. We went inside for a coffee and | later asked about Jani. There he was, in their living room, but he 
was.. his new boyfriend, whom he seemed to really love, abused him.. Now he's just sitting there, not reacting 
to anything. | saw his eyes, Elias. They were empty. He was like a fucking puppet! | hugged him before | left." | 
trailed off, reliving the moment. 


"And?" he urges me on. 


"Nothing. For a moment, | thought | saw his eyes move and thought | heard his breath hitch, but | can't be 


sure, the TV was on." 
| watch as Elias sits down, looking helpless. That's when | remember, they used to be friends, back in the day. 
"What did this man do to him, exactly? Is he just in deep shock, or.. 


"He cracked his head against a brick wall, there is bound to be permanent damage. | guess Jani hadn't told his 


name to his parents or friends, since from what I've gathered, nobody knows what happened." 

"It could have been an accident." | hear him say, deep in denial that Jani could have permanent brain damage 
from domestic abuse. ls that for the sake of their brief time as friends, as Jani had a habit of suddenly 
leaving the circle of friends he had, or for the sake of me? 


‘I've seen that guy before. He's a singer. Never thought he'd do that" 


Those words drop the floor from beneath me. | can't believe my ears. 


"You know who that guy is?" 
"| don't remember his name, but you might wanna ask Tuomas. He was in a same band or something... 


We just sit here, silent. | keep staring at the last picture Elias set on the coffee table. How could that sick fuck 
put those blood stained pictures with the letter Jani wrote to me? What he was trying to gain? That image is 
now burned into my mind for probably eternity. Him on the floor, blood covering his face, eyes open and filled 


with horror and betrayal. 

"Do you want me to come see him?" Elias suddenly asks. m not sure at all, do | want to. 
"Maybe." 

"We should go tonight." 

"Ml call Hem. 

The phone call either doesn't go as planned. 


"He's in Tornio now.. in the psychiatric ward. He threw a fit or something at home and hurt his family." | say 
as | put down the phone. 


"Shit... We won't be able to get to see him in a while..." 
"No... but that gives me tiny bit of hope. Maybe he is simply traumatized." 


RRR 


Three agonizing days later, we can get to see him. He looks the same to my eyes. Wrapped in a blanket, lying 


on his side, staring into nothingness. 


"Was this how.." | nod before Elias can even finish his question. The room is driving me crazy, the window is 
small, the blinds closed, everything is light green or white or chrome. | can't help the hesitation that prevents 
me from sitting to the chair next to his bed. It would take me to level with his empty eyes and l'm not sure if 
| can handle that again. Elias pushes me forward however and comes to sit next to me eventually. | know the 


camera in the corner is recording everything for the nurses and doctors. 


"Hey, Jari." | say softly. My pulse picks up as his eyelids flutter before he blinks. "Thought we'd come to see 


how you're doing. | visited you before, when you were home with your parents." 


An awkward silence. | reach out to touch his shoulder, when he suddenly seems to snap out of it and he 


smacks my hand away violently, before reverting back. No matter how | try to touch him, he reacts violently 


to it. 


"Was he beating you up before?" 


Elias' gentle inquiry made him freeze, as it made me pause for a moment, before | finally managed to grab his 
hand. He didn't struggle anymore. The empty stare was back. He was escaping to the safety of his own mind. 
The trauma he had gotten wasn't physically serious. lt damaged his mind more prominently. He wants to forget, 


but cannot. 


Jani. | read your letter to me. | do still care about you. As a friend. We all do. It doesn't matter what you did 


to me or Henkka. It's all forgiven 


The pained scream wasn't the response | was waiting for. The male nurse who barged in, ready to subdue the 


once again thrashing Jari, was clearly not helping his panic. 


"Please... Let us handle this." | hear Elias pleading as | hold Jani's wrists, fighting against the surprising 
strength the younger man possesses. 


"Jari... please, listen to us.. Nobody is going to hurt you again You are safe. He won't touch you again." 


Whatever | say falls to deaf ears. He thrashes and screams, tears streaming down his face. | can't help but 


feel tears on my own cheeks. Elias replaces me in holding him until he simply drops to the bed, exhausted. 
"You are have to talk about it.. Escaping into your mind isn't helping... Please..." 
Nothing. He seemingly passed out soon after the fit. | won't give up. I'll visit him as often as | can, even if all 


he would do was screaming and punching me. I'll even bring others with me. He won't be alone. He will be safe 


with us again. 


To Jani 


From Tony... to Joni.. 


Its November. We're recording again. l'm sitting here, curled up with Elias. Tommy is hogging all the couch 


space again. Henkka is.. well, himself. Pasi works nonstop... Honestly, that guy doesn't sleep. 
I'm sending this letter to you with Make, you know he's no longer with us. He promised to visit you for us 
whenever he can. He is your friend too. | don't know do you read these letters by yourself, or does someone 


read them for you, but at least they reach you and you get to hear me one way or the other. 


| hope you liked the previous CD | sent you. Hope they let you listen to that. Why wouldn't they.. Anyway.. 


Life's good, we all miss you. Really. 
Well, all the guys say hi and wish you well, I'm gonna take a nap now. 


Tony £ the wolves 


eK 


The letter slips from the unmoving fingers and the other tattooed man catches it, folds it back into the 
envelope and sets it to the bedside table. 


"You'd drop your head if it wasn't attached to your shoulders, you know." 
Jani doesn't response and Marko heaves a sigh. 


"How long you're going to continue this? Reverting into this.. zombie? Jesus dude, you don't even eat by 


yourself anymore..." 


He sets his hand on Janis arm, but the other barely reacts to it, merely glancing at him briefly. The violent 


streaks are gone and what is left is a catatonic shell of a man. Not even the doctors know which is worse. 
"Come on, man..." 
"-tie down- if - move.." 


The older guy almost falls off his chair, when the redhead finally speaks, after a year of almost complete 


silence. His voice is barely louder than a whisper, but it was something. 


"Dude? Did he tie you down? Or the nurses?" He had heard from Tony that few times, Jani went too berserk 


for them to handle and had to be sedated, but.. He wasn't a close relation; he didn't know the extent of his 
original injuries. Taking a closer look at Jani's exposed left wrist, he could see faint scars circling it, distances of 
which were even. "He tied you down.. Nobody will tie you down again, alright?" 

"If say no.. he- hit me... and.." 

Marko swore inaudibly, glancing at the corner he knew the camera is in. After those first words he can't keep 
up with what Jani is muttering, the other is bordering hysteria again, but at least he talking and trying to 
communicate. He wasn't expecting the redhead to start crying and turn his back to him. 

"He raped you?" Jani has always been rather clumsy in expressing himself when sober and he proves it by 
practically wailing, punching the pillow and the mattress. Make's face brightens, when he realizes what he could 


do to make Jani feel better. "Jani? Stand up and face me, please?" 


He has to repeat himself at least a dozen times, when the messed up and sorry excuse of a guitarist slowly 


calms down. He knew the other would be weak from not moving around much on his own, but it was going to 


be worth it. 


"I know what I'm doing. | bet you haven't tried this.." he said loud and clear enough to be heard at the other 


end of the camera and on the other side of the door. "Jani, please.. Get up and come to face me..." 

Slowly and shakily the pale man gets up from the bed, wiping his face to the ever present towel by his side. 
"Now... imagine I'm him and try to hit me. You won't hurt me, but it will make you feel better, ok?" 

Jani simply stares at him. 

"Jani-darling, don't space out on me now...” 

Without a warning Jani lashes out at him, with Make blocking every blow. Soon hits were getting more and 
more desperate and erratic, before the redhead simply crashes to the floor to a trembling heap. The confused 


nurse comes to the room to help Marko hoist Jani back to the bed. 


"Are you feeling better? You are safe and you will be fine.." The look Jani gives him makes his words taste a 


lie. "At least you're looking like before. Look, | really gotta go, but I'll visit you again soon, ok?" 
Silence greets him and Jani seemingly pretends to sleep. 
"Fine. See you...” 


Little did he know he wouldn't find him from that room after that. 


KERE EEEE EE EK 


They all visit the psychiatric ward some months later, when they have a small break. Tony, Elias, Henkka and 
Tommy. The nurse at the front desk tells them Jani had been moved to another room. Tony was certain the 
room would be padded and Jani himself would be dressed in a straightjacket. Never in his life had he wished he 


would have been so wrong. 

"His friend helped him to release pent up rage and we took up that practice, but it has brought the violence 
back again. He might go berserk for several hours and then pass out and be calm but catatonic for the next 
three to four days.” 

"There isn't any medication to keep him.. calmer?" Tommy asks, quite sickened. The nurse shook her head. 


"He is refusing to eat anything, he drinks occasionally, but even that ends up in cups flying across the room...” 


"Marko did what exactly what?" Henkka asks once they reach Janis room. The small window reveals a heap of 


light blue hospital clothes and light brown hair. 


"He told Jani to imagine he was the abuser and attack him. Doctors believe he is reliving the time before and 


during the attack in his head and cannot get rid of it" 


Tony braves the odds and motions to the nurse to open the door for him. She complies and lets Tony in, 


remaining outside to monitor what is happening. The singer sits down near his old friend. 
"Hey, Jani. It's me, Tony. I'm back" 

Blue eyes open and Jani stares at him, saying nothing. 

"You aren't feeling any better?" 

A slow headshake, which Tony takes as a progress. 


| brought more friends to see you. Henkka, Tommy and Elias are here too, they are outside," he says and 
slowly reaches to take Jani's hand. Bad move. He has enough time to see something shift in Jani's eyes and 
before he can blink again, the guitarist has him pinned to the floor, hands around his neck. Straightjackets 
aren't obviously mandatory on his good day. He hears the lock being frantically opened, but he waves them off, 
instead, clawing at Janis hands, managing to loosen the grip enough to draw breath. 


"Is this what he- did to you? Strangle you?" he grounds out and looks Jani squarely in the eye. "Would you 


have done this to me? When we were still together? When we broke up? If you still care for me, for Tony, let 


go... 


What Tony sees instead of the imminent darkening around his vision, is a look of pure horror and Jani 
scrambles off of him, backing up until his back hits the wall. Elias comes to drag Tony back up and away from 
Jani. 

They all look at the trembling and sobbing man, who is staring at his hands. 

"You aren't yourself.. | know the man we all loved is still down there, hiding. Please, Jani-" 

"Go. Away." 

They are stunned silent. 

"GO AWAY!" Jani screams and starts to pound the floor with his fists. His fit of rage is horrifying to watch 
and Henkka can't look anymore, leaving the room and dragging Tommy with him. Tony is refusing to move 
despite what Elias tries. 

"We are NOT going away, Jani! We are your friends!" 

"GO AWAY! GO TO HELL!" 

"Hell is quite far and we don't have enough room in our gig schedule to go there." 

"LEAVE ME ALONE!" 


"You are alone..." Elias says and that silences Jani for a one, long, eerie moment. 


"Elias, you made a big mistake.." Tony whispers and backs out of the room, when Jani falls on his back, staring 
at the ceiling, muttering to himself. 


"He's lost." Elias mumbles as they are heading to Tony's car. 
"You saw how he is. Brain damage and traumas. He's not getting better." 


Tony never speaks out loud, how much Elias’ lack of faith hurts him. 


